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“I HAVE SOMETHING SWEET 

(SONG.) 



Words by A. Gr. CHASE. 


Music toy C. F. SHATTUCK. 
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lull my young heart’s sor - row, And check its 
moth-er dear, an an - gel, 


In bright realms of 


brooding strife, 
the blest, 
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I have something sweet to 
Where grief and sor - row 



Entered according to Act of Congress, A. I). 1870, by W. W. Whitney, in the Clerk’s Office of the U. S. District Court for the Northern District of Ohio. 
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my dear mother’s name, Yes! I’ve something sweet to dream of— My joys are not all 

mother’s waiting there. Yes !I’ve something sweet to dream of—Each night I go to 
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vain, And that some - thing that I dream of— Is my dear moth - er’s 
rest, Of my moth - er dear, an an - gel, In bright realms of the 




I HAVE SOMETHING SWEET TO DREAM OP. 
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I HAVE SOMETHING SWEET TO DREAM OP. 
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I HAVE SOMETHING SWEET TO DREAM OF. 
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DESCRIPTIVE LIST OF THE 

Latest Music Published by 
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“PALACE OF MUSIC,” 

(Trade Mark.) 

173 Summit Street, TOLEDO, 0. 

Vocal. 

*We’ll show you when we come to 

Vote __Frank Howard 40 

Thu gn a! woman suffrage song ami chorus, beautifully 
illustrated. 

“u sad is the life of woman-kind, 

Trod under foot we’ve always be* n, 

But when we vote you soon will find. 

That we’ll fix these “terrible men.” 

*Sweet Cora Dell, -Dondore 40 

A beautiful song and chorus, with picture title. 
“Cora sleeps amid the flowers, 

Like a rose in bloom she tell, 

Where the myrtle wreaths its bowers, 

Lies sweet Cora Dell. 

For the angels loved our darling, 

And they took her home to dwell, 

To their heaven above they bore her, 

Bore our Cora Dell, 

*A Hundred Fathoms Deep. (Alto or 

Baritone) by C. F. Shattuck. -50 

“ There’s a mine of wealth untold. 

In a bundled fathoms deep. 

There’s countless stoles of the earth’s red gold, 

In a hundred fathoms deep, 

Glittering gems lor a thousand brows, 

Curses, prayers, and terrors vows, 

In a hundr d fathoms deep, 

In a hundred fathoms deep.” 

A splendid song, and every alto and baritone 
singer should obtaina copy. 

*Blue-Eyed Daisy Belle, -Skattuck 50 

Picture title, 

Many castles have I built in dreams, 

And lined th* m all with gold, 

Furnished them with costly gems, 

Ami thought they’d ne’er grow old, 
lily dreams have been sweet fairy scenes. 

And the brightest I will tell, 

I thought I s King, and that the Queen 
Was my bim -ey.d Daisy Belle.” 

♦Oh! What's this World a Coming To. (B2.2) 40 

“There’s Mister Mioddy, o'er the way, who used to be 
quite poor; 

He ’listed in his country’s cause, and keep a sutler’s 
store; 

He now rides in his princely coach, while Pompey holds 
the reins; 

But naughty Mistress Jenkins says he’s got more bonds 
than brains. 

*1 feel I’m growing auld gude wife. 

A beautilul song and chorus by Skattuck 40 

“ 1 feel I'm growing auld gude wife, 

I feel l iu growing auld, 

I’ve seen the snows of tour score years. 

On hills and meadows la, 

And hinnie were it not for you 
I'd gladly slip awa.” 

A song of unusual merit, lovers of Scotch 
songs will be pleased with it. 

Angel-like Music, or the Voice of my Mother 30 

“Angel like music that sounds like none other. 

Cheering the heart when in sadness and tears, 

T’is that sweet true guiding voice of my mother, 
Fresh in my memory, ’though silent for years.” 

*The Cottage in the Valley. (A, 3, A.)_40 

“The hill-aide ami heather, where I roamed in my child- 


Free Iromcare, and happy as could be, [hood, 

hose old, well-known haunts and paths that wound 
thro’ the wildwood. 

As in youth are cherished still by me.” 

The Little Ones at Lome_30 


“’Though life should be a bitter blank, 

With joy and smiles unknown, 

’Oft through the darkness bright thoughts corns, 
Of little ones at home.” 

Out in the Starlight I’m Waiting for Thee 

(C, 2.)-40 

“Light may your heart be, joyous with glee, 

Happy the moments while singing for thee; 

Bright as the stars that shine in the sky, 

Is that sweet lovelight that beams in your eye.” 

Meet me to-night, .tec., Ac. 

The Fairy of the Vale. (A, 2.)_35 

“If she were to love me. I’d give all this wide world ; 

And the time with such pleasure 1 should hail, 

When I could but call her my lov’d one, my owu om , 
That young beauty, the lairy of the Vale.” Ac. 

*Grape Vine Swing in the Dell. Song 
and Chorus. Picture title. Frank Howard 50 

“Though fair was the blush of the rose, 

Although pure was the blue violet-blows, 

Of them all, not a flow’r in the dell 

Could compare with sweet golden-haired Nell; 

When the dew on the grass in the valley was lying, 
When the summer-sky was cloudless and blue, 

When the winds thro’ the trees were softly sighing, 

At the swing we met our vows to renew. 

CHO.—Oh, how dear is that old spot to my heart! 

Sweet pleasant thoughts it will ever impart; 

There I first met blu**-eyed, golden-haired Nell, 

At the old grape-vine swing in the dell.” 

The above charming song is already a great 
tavorite, and is destined to be very popular. It 
has a beautilul title. 


New and popular Songs with Chorus by the 
well-known author W. A. Ogden. 

Leaves of Autumn_30 

“Leaves of Autum ye are falling 
With a patter like the rain; 

And my heart grows sad to listen 
To your sorrowlul refrain; 

Sweet be thy Dreams.(A2 3.) M. F. II. Smith 30 

I know thou wilt not dream of me, 

Some lovelier one will haunt thy rest; 

I care not what those dreams may be 
So they are sweet and thou art blessed. 

The Cottage in the Vale. (C, 2.) 

Ballad, M. II. F. Smith . 30 

Ah ! methiuks I love to linger 
On its shore in yonder dale, 

And review the pleasant mem’ries 
Of the cottage in the vale. 

And review, Ac. 

Companion to the “Cottage by the Sea.” 

Oh ! Ask Me Not, I Cannot Sing. (F, 3.)_30 

“Ask me not, 1 cannot sing 

Those dear old songs among the gay, 

Their music chastened memories bring, 

Of one dear heart now past away.” 


New and beautiful Songs with Chorus by the fa¬ 
vorite writer, C. T. Dondore. 

Gentle Lula of the Vale. (B^, 2.)_30 

“She was bright, and pure, and lovely, 

Was the flower of Willow Dale, 

But a baud of shining angels 
Won our Lula of the Vale.” Ac. 

When You and I were Young. (F, 2.)_30 

Chorus—“A nd the star of love will shine 
In the darkness, till the time 

When we reach that happy clime, 

And we again are young.” 

Does our Darling Hover Near. (Ej? 2.). 30 

We have laid him iu his cradle, 

In the cold earth’s icy bound; 

There’s no coverlet o’er him folded. 

Save the snow that wraps the ground 

Give Back to Me my Native Home. (G, 2.) 30 

Give back, give back those hills and vales. 

And I shall cease to roam 
Oh 1 give me back the friends of youth, 

And my beloved home; 

So Near Sighted. (D, 2.). 30 

To meet my sister, once I went, 

Down io the railroad station; 

As the engine stopped, oil the train I hopped, 

Quite filled with expectation, 

I caressed her, sitting on the bench, 

But soon I was affrighted; 

For I found I’d kissed a nigger—female 
From being so near sighted. 

Ia m a most unlucky chap, Ac. 

You need nae come courting o’ me. (F, 2.) 

By W. F. Wrighton . 30c 

Though you ca’ me your ain bonny Jenny, 

Your heart is as cauld s the north sea, 

Such a husband is dear at a penny, 

You need nae come courting o’ me. 

That Song of Thine. (F, 2.) Carl Mezzo— 30 

Oh sing again ! That song of thine 
Hath waken’d memories old and dear, 

And bringeth joy unto my heart, 

Tho’ from my eye there falls a tear; * 

Each word and tone recalls the time 
When I, in childhood’s ignorance 
Dream’d life was bliss ; alas ! its cares 
Soon rudely broke that glowing trance. 

This is one of those home songs that are always welcome 

I am waiting. (Bj?. 2.) S’g & 0. A. B. Irving 30 
Only waiting, till the shadows 
Are a little longer grown, 

Only waiting till the glimmer 
Of the day’s last beam has flown, 

Then from out the gathered darkness, 

Holy breathless stars shall rise, 

By whose light my soul shall gladly 
Tread its pathway to the skies. 

Only waiting, Ac., Ac. 

Every one should obtain this beautiful song; it has 
reached the twentieth edition already. 

Thou art gone far away. (Ej? 3.) Song k Cho. 30 

Thou art gone far away where a dear mother’s care 
Will console thee if sorrow is near ; 

A sister’s caress, and a brother’s kind word 
Will remove the perchance falling tear. 

Bonnie Kittie. (Ej?, 3.) Song and chorus. 40 

When the moonlight kissed the mountain, 

Bonnie Kittie came to bring 
Silver water from the fountaiu, 

Where the water cresses spring; 

Both splendid songs by T. M. Brown. 

River of Beauty, Quartette, Rosecranse 50 

“Beautiful River! thy sound dies away, 

Dic6 like the rainbow at even’, 

Leaving sweet visions of colors that stay, 

Fringed with the soft hues of heaven, 

Murmurs that linger in peace or in strife, 

Sounds that shall haunt us forever, 

Softening the sorrows and sadness of life, 

Beautiful joy-giving River.” 

This is written in the graceful 9-8 movement, 
the soprano leading in the melody wnile the oth¬ 
ers sing softly as an accompaniment until the 
second part, when all join in full harmony, pro¬ 
ducing a very fine effect. The title is beautifully 
illustrated, representing a river meandering 
through the mountains. 


Oh! Millie is my Darling. (B£, 2.) Song 

and Chorus. M. T. Towne _30 [ 

Oh! Millie is my darling, 

Her step is like the fawn 
That sports upon the mountain, 

With mornings early dawu ; 

This is his latest and best production, and we pre¬ 
dict an imraeuse sale for it, as it is both very pretty 
and easy. 

Little Empty Cradle. (G, 2.) . 30 

There’s a little empty cradle, 

Shoes and stockings on the floor, 

But the little feet that pressed them, 

We shall hear, Ah ! never more ! 

I would I were a Child Again (D, 2.) 

Song and Chorus_30 | 

With all the loved ones ot that home 
To cheer and comfort me, 

And sing the song of those glad day 0 , 

How happy I should be. 

I would I were, Ac. 

Death of Our Darling. (BJ2, 2.) S’g k Cho. 30 

Part the damp curls from her forehead, 

For the spirit hath flown to the skies ; 

Press down those darkly fringed eyelids, 

Over those beautiful, beautiful eyes. 

Two splendid songs by W. Phelps Dale; they are 
unusually attractive, ana would recommend them to 
all, are easily arranged and sure to please. 

Brightest Eyes. F, 5.) Stigelli _30 

Thou’st pearls and diamonds, fair one. 

Hast all that men adore, 

And hast the brightest eyes, love, 

My dearest what wouldn’t thou have more ? Ac. 

A correct edition of this celebrated Gorman Song, 

I English and German words. 

The Empty Sleeve. (F, 2.) Harry Badger 30 

It tells in silent tone to all, 

Of a country’s need and a country’s call, 

Of a kiss and a tear, for mother and wife, 

Of a hurried march for a nation’s life, 

Of the camp—the charge—the wild surprise, 

Of the lonely watch ’neath the midnight skies, 

Until this hour I could never believe 
What a story goes with an empty sleeve. 

Music and Words an happily blended together. 

Peeping through the Blinds. (C, 2.) Song 

and Chorus. II. W. Gifford _30 

Oh yes! I'm very certain 
That to some enquiring minds, 

There’s nothing gives such perfect Joy 
As peeping through the blinds. 

Happy Dream of Childhood’s Home. (Bi?, 2.) 

Song and Chorus_30 

Dearest sister, I am dreaming, 

And my heart is sad and lone. 

For I miss thy gentle counsels 
And thy loving words of cheer; 

An easy and pretty song and chorus. The air is pleas¬ 
ing, and written in the popular vein and will be appreci¬ 
ated by all lovers of good music. 

Johnny Kean’s Courtship. (G, 2.) 

J. Wm. Suffern _30 

Now Mollie McCree will you listen to me, 

And be serious for once, and not laugh, 

For I’ve something to say—now don’t turn away. 

When I ask you to be Mrs. Graff, 

Melody of the Irish style and is a faithful representa¬ 
tion of Johnny’s trouble in courtship. 

Mollie McCree, or answer to Johnny Kean's 

Courtship. (BJ?, 2.) J. Wm. Suffern 30 \ 

“Now whist, Johnny Kean, sure it’s you that are meau. 

To make me be shedding a tear; 

Let go t’my hand, and I think I can stand 
Without your broad shoulder so near; 

You may open your eyes ami try to look wise 
But never a bit shall I mind, 

At sight of my tears you’ll banish your fears 
A little too soon you mny find.” 

Do we love as we loved long ago? (Bj2, 2.) 

Harry Buckline _30 

Oh. loud trilled the robin, oh, bright was the river. 

The lillies did dance on their ripples in glee, 

’Neath the low—drooping lids wliare the tear drops did 
quiver, 

A smile like the sunshine, did answer to me. 

Now dost thou remember, Ac. 

After passing the alloted term of three score years and 
ten, the mind wanders back to the first meeting and asks, 
“Do we love as we loved long ago.” 

We are waiting for you Darling. (B]z, 2.) 

Song. C. K. Orbison _30 

We are waiting for you, waiting, 

And the stars are in the sky, 

And the evening hours are slowly, 

Oh, how slowly passing by ; 

*Have They Forgotten me at Home P 

Dondore 40 j 

“Come to me, angelic voices, to night, 

Come while the stars far above shine so bright; 

While I look up to the heavenly dome, 

Tell me if I am forgotten at home.” 

One of those songs that is always new and 
good, and we can truthfully recommend it. It 
has a fine illustrated title page. 

*bhe’s Such a Pretty Blonde. Jordan 40 

“The glowing sun had gone to rest, 

His rays had gone from sight, 

But another beauteous form arose, 

That seemed to me as bright— 

At an open window sat a girl, 

At me she looked so fond, I 

She looked so sweet, and then I saw 
She was a pretty blonde.” j 


All Music and Music Books sent Post Paid on Receipt of Prios. 


*Little White Cot in the Lane,(Bj?2) Shattuck 40 

“ I remember the time when we parted dear Nell, 
The night that you kissed me good bye, 

The moon in her beauty was then looking down, 

And the stars twinkled up in the sky.” 

With beautiful melody and words. 

*T hav# something sweet to dream of, (E? 2) 

Shattuck 50 

“ I have something sweet to dream of— 

A kiss left on my brow, 

That my mother pressed when dying, 

I feel her warm breath now, 

And hoar her gentle whisper, 

In tho sweetest tones of love, 

Oh ! its something sweet to dream of, 

A mother up above.” 

One of that beautiful class of songs which cannot fail of 
being popular because it appeals to the purest and best 
feelings of every heart. 

* Loved Allie Belle, (Bj? 2) Shattuck 40 

“Would you know the name of the fairy, 

Who beauty like this can impart, 

Who sheds o'er our household such sunshine, 

A brightness that ne’er may depart.” 

This, like others of Mr. Shattuck’s songs is a gem.— 
Has a sprightly accompaniment but not difficult. Send 
for it. 

*Mirable Ray,(C. 2) Howard 40 

“Down where the River runs murmuring by, 

And Sweet floweis blossom each day, 

Where winds thro’ the willows at eve softly sigh, 
Lives beautiful Mirabel Ray.” 

A lively balled written iu the author’s usual happy 
vein. 

*Are you comiug, love, to-night?(B22)Howard 40 

“ Neath the glimmer of the stars, 

By the daisied meadow bars, [light 

Where softly falls the moonbeams in a glow of mellow 
Listning for the welcome sound, 

Of thy footfall on the ground, 

Impatiently I’m waiting for your coming, love, to-night. 

The music of this song has a graceful movement, and is 
very pleasing. It far eclipses this popular author’s “Out 
in the Starlight,” which has had such an immense sale, 
and we predict for it even a greater popularity. Tho ti¬ 
tle has a very correct engraving of Mr. Howard. 

“Mother will pray for you. (Ejj 2) Howard 40 
“I pray you my sou, “never touoli the first dram,” 
’Twill blight future years with despair, 

Oh ! think of the years since your life first began, 

I’ve watched you with tenderest care, 

Then heed me, be careful, your going you know 
From true guiding counsel away, 

And ever remember wherever you go, 

That “mother” for you will still pray.” 

A splendid temperance song. How many mothers pray 
for their sons when far away from home, that they may 
“never touch the first dram.” 

I heard a wee bird singing, (G 3) Linley 30 

He heard a wee bird singing, 

For its notes were wondrous clear, 

As if wedding bells were ringing, 

Melodious to the tar. 

One of those songs so well known, that comment is un¬ 
necessary. 

Beautiful visions of Childhood,(E23)Howard 40 

“Beautiful visions are clinging, 

Strewing life’s pathway with flowers, 

Pure happiness constantly bringing, 

Sweet comfort to sorrowful hours, 

No thoughts in this wide world so cheering, 

As of my youth’s happy days.” 

Written in a livdy an I pleasing movement. It cannot 
fail to please all who hear it. 

*When You were Seventeen, Nellie. 

Howard 40 

“Your cheeks were like the rose, Nellie, 

Your brow ne’er knew a frown ; 

Your voice was soft and low, Nellie, 

Your hair was golden-brown ; 

Your blue-eyes like the stars, Nellie, 

Their like was never seen, 

When I was only twenty one, 

And you were seventeen. 

Cuorus.— Oh! looking back from now, Nellie, 

It seems a pleasant dream, 

When I was only twenty-one, 

And you wen* seventeen.” 

The above is one of the best songs of this class 
published. The title is embellished with a fine 
and correct portrait of the author. 

Never Push a Man Going Down Hill. 

Eph. Horn 30 

“Help one another boys, should fortune on you shine, 
Remember when you give your mite, that poverty’s no 

[crime, 

Tho’ little be the offring boys, give it with good will, 

But never push a man because he’s going down the hill.” 

Good advice certainly; There is a beautiful 
sentiment expressed in this song, and joined to so 
an appropriate melody it becomes ^till more at¬ 
tractive. It is sung by the author with immense 
success. 

The Flower Girl -Godfrey 30 

“Around each lovely llow’r, 

Of garden, grove or dell, 

There breathes some magic pow’r, 

Yes ! there lurks some fairy spell. 

For in every varied hue— 

Search the Spring and summer round, 

In the red, the white, tin* blue, 

Bo sure some emblem may be found.” 

A beautiful and lacinating song adapted to the 
melody of the “Flower Girl Walt*” by Godfrey. 
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